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Author's Notes: 
Here is a short, cute story | wrote about James and Lars of Metallica. Set during the late 80s (AUFA era). 


A massive thunder storm was raging over the city. Rain gushed from the sky; slamming and splattering 
against the buildings, racing down the streets in rivers and overflowing all the drains. Thunder boomed and 


roared angrily and blue lightning split the sullen leaden clouds. 


Lars lay in his hotel bed, half asleep and half awake. He had been dozing for a few minutes, but was unable to 
fall asleep properly. Something was bothering him, but he wasn't sure what. 


It wasn't the storm. Lars had never been afraid of thunder storms. In fact, he rather liked the sound of the 


rain hammering against the window and the muffled booms of the thunder. And he was warm and comfortable 
in his bed; he had had plenty of beer after their show that night and he *felt®* sleepy too. But sleep just 


wouldn't come. 


Lars glanced at the radio alarm clock on the side table drawer. The red LEDs told him that it was 02:44 in the 


morning. The last four blinked and turned into a five. Lars rolled over onto his back and burrowed his head into 


his soft pillow. 


Outside, a brilliant flash illuminated the curtains and it was soon followed by a roar of thunder. Lars heard an 
odd noise from the bed next to him..almost a whimper. Startled, he turned to look and saw a mess of blonde 


hair poking out of the top of the bed covers. The rest of James was hidden underneath them. 

Awww shit, Lars thought. James is scared of the storm! Without even thinking about what he was doing, the 
little drummer got out of bed and padded over to James. He turned back the covers and slipped into the bed 
besides his friend, who gasped and turned over quickly. 

Lars!" James spluttered. "What the fuck are you doing in my bed?" 

"Erm.| was..cold?" Don’t let on you know he's afraid. He will get mad if you do that 

"Cold? Bullshit, you're as warm as fucking toast’, James snorted. He wriggled out from under the covers and 
peeped at Lars, who blushed and giggled. James grunted and turned onto his side, but made no effort to push 
his friend out of the bed Lars settled down next to James and put his head on James' shoulder. 

‘Lars, are you gonna get back in your own bed?" James muttered. Just then, there was another booming 
thunderclap. James tensed and Lars felt his shoulders stiffen. Abandoning all caution, Lars wrapped his arms 
around James and hugged him tightly. The singer said nothing, but Lars felt his body relax. 


"You're such a fucking queer Lars", snorted James, but he sounded more amused than cross. 


"Aren't | just", Lars said playfully. Then he buried his face in James blonde curls and sighed. James found Lars’ 
hand under the covers and gave it a gentle squeeze. 


The rain continued to pound against the window. There were a couple more thunder claps and lighting flashes. 


Lars cuddled James and stayed awake until he heard his buddy snoring peacefully. Then he closed his eyes and 
drifted off to sleep also. 


The End 


